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DECLINED WITH THANKS. 

“It is not generally known outside political circles that Poor Papa was offered and rejected the Leadership of the Liberal Party. Almost immediately 
after Lord Rosebery's resignation Sir William Harcourt and Mr. Morley called on Dad and entreated him to fill the vacant position. The visit, however, was 
not wholly unexpected, and the pair were promptly confronted twith a little list of the only conditions upon which Papa would consent. Despite the utmost 


persuasions to modify his programme a bit, my parent remained firm. Personally, I'm rather sorry. He would make a lovely Premier.” —Toortsis. 
FROM A DRAMA OF TO-MORROW. 
rm THE LIFE AND INTRODUCTORY ADVENTURES 


mat 


OF THE AMERICAN PRIZE BARMAID. 


AMONG the most cherixhed items in my collection of 
Curiosities isa tiny booklet of eight pages benring the above 
title. Itis printed by J. Ashworth, at Halifax, Yorkshire, 
but. bears no date. 

* { was born,” says the authoress, Miss Minnie Grant, “in 
Cherry Street, New York. My parents were poor, hard- 
working people, and as the industry in which they were 
engaged failed of success, they emigrated to Boston; bat 
also failing there to better their position, returned within 
the same year to New York, where with determined energy 
and perseverance their ellurts were rewarded, and @ come 
fortabie livelihood secured, 

“My father was a well-built man, strong and muscular, 
weighing about 12 stones. My mother, who wasan English- 
woman born at Oldbury, near Birmingham, was also strong 
and muscular, and so extraordinary stout that at thirty-six 
years of age she weighed over 40 stones, her stature being 
1a} ie 11 in., and she was considered the finest woman in the 

village. 
(1) Old Seesalt. Do not dispute my will, gur-rll! I swear (2) Ariadne Secsalt, Never, father! No power on earth could induce “ Stoutness was a prevailing characteristic 1n the family. 
you shall marry him ere sunset ! 6 is young, handsome, me to wed such an unnatural wretch! If you abe to force me, I will My brother Joshua in his twentieth year weighed 27 stones, 
affectionate, sober, intellectual and wealthy! What can the — rouse all England from north to routh! He may all you say, but— My sister, Rose Anne, was next, weighing 21 stones, and 
heart of maid desire further? he has never ridden a bicycle in HIs LIFE!!! 1 jollowing, at two years old weighing 5 stones 11 Ibs, aud 
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Gor. When 1 was in my tenth year, the report of my extraordinary 
bulk induced people to come from all parts of the country to Feo 
me—so much so, that my parents were constantly annoyed by their 
crowding round the house to gratify their curiosity. Showmen 
came and anade golden offers for me, but my mother for some 
time refused to treat with, or trust me with them, At length, 
Barnum, having heard of my unusual proportions and weight, 
made overtures to my parents, and gave suflicient guarantees for 
my safety, and I was transferred to his museum, where I was cx- 
hibited at a charge of one dollar each, 

“Tam now in my twenty-second year: my height is 5 ft. 2) in., 
my weight 30 stones ; dimensions round the shoulders, 6 ft., round 
the waist, 5 ft. 9in.,and round the muscle of the arm, win, A 
gentleman of the name of Bland tirst introduced ime to an English 
audience at St. James's Hall, Liverpool, where I received my first 
love-letter, which, though gushing enough in sentiment, fai edd in 
the refinement of good taste, even backed by love at first sight, 
which, however. | hope you will, like myself, find not uninterest- 


ng. 

“The love-letter is as follows: ‘Dear Miss Grant,—I called in 
your exhibition yesterday, and the first thing I had to do, J had to 
ry, expecting, of course, to be done, Oh, dear me! such a sight, 
all my life, | never did see; with smiles, good-looking and hand. 
some to view, | never saw beauty till 1 saw you, By love I was 
caught—'tis true, on my life, and such another I shall take for my 
wife. To Columbia’s bright soil Lam told you belong—the land of 
the free; | hope we've said nothing wrong,—is there any more 
like you—and where are the rest? If there are any, indeed the 
land imust be blest. Your eyes are quite killing, and with Cupid's 
darts commit depredations on young men's hearts. I can’t t ink 
you cruel with beauty and grace; oh, dear, Miss, you have a 
dangerous face. My presumptiun may cause Miss Grant surprise, 
but beware young men of 1 glance of her eyes, lest like me you be 
doomed to languish and die, and all by the glince of a fair lady's 
eye. Great lady, deign to be bone of ny bone. and let me possess 
your dear self thirty stone.’” 

Can any of Storen’s friends at Liverpool, Oldham or Sheffield 
add further particulars? , 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 


ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDRY. THE BLoopLess Boy. 


CHAPTER II.—( Continued. ) 

NEARER and nearer the Hideous Object approaches. The hitherto 
dauntless boys are shaking like idly fishes nailed to a masthead 
in a gale of wind. ‘They also feel bad in their insides. Meanwhile 
the Fearsome C‘reature crawls onwards. Yes, crawls! The 
Revolting Reptile has the form of a huge Worm, only it hasan 
enormous head, great eyes of a sickly green, and a wide mouth 
from which a forked tongue protrudes. Surely one of two intrepid 
boys will do for a meal or snack for this marine Monster. Why 
should it not be Billium? He does not seem to be a wholesome 
boy, and will most likely, a few short years hence, dic a lingerin 
death at the expense of his friends, who mayn’t be able to affo 
it. He is the nearest to the Deadly Apparition, Shall 1 shove him 
nearer? Why not? 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—_—— 
%_° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Once a creek, we think, ENGRAVER; Fetter write the firm 
direct. You would hare to pay the one, Jia, That you finally 
select. No, we cannot tell you, SAMSON ; Dut ae're sure that there 
are tre, Try a dealer, B. 3. WESTON ; That's the wisest thing ta 
do, Not of lute, AYOUNG ApMiInER, Pleased to help you, 8. H. 
Dopp. ALLY's used tu it, TOBIAS; Though it looks a trifle odd, 


——— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Taper in the World, 


Sorwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. & ; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.O.'s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tnk SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post (ree to Newsagents en application, 
{aes 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of ony Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty frente ), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Lailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current. tesue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S I ALF- 
Houipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER’s HAL¥-HOLIDAY” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, 
—_w—— 


PROPER PRIDE. 


Distinguashed Gentleman of Colour, No, T won't fight; the likes 
of ine never soils ‘is ‘ands with common blokes of your cut. 


—_—_——— 
HE COULDN’T RESIST IT. 
“1 Trust, sir.” said the newly-wedded Mrs. Punnley, with a 


dangerous light in her eyes, as the first time her lord and master 
same home a trifle elevated, “1 trust, sir, that this is an isolated 


imstance. 

“Jt'sh (hic) a tidly-hisholated instansh, m'dearsh,” stuttered the 
Lrepressible P., as he tumb!ed gaily over the doormat. And then 
the lecture started. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-NOLIDAY. 


*,* Tocelebrate Queen Victoria's Reign, the longest in English 
History, Mise Tootsie Sloper is now designing the 
KINGS AND QUEENS OF ENGLAND COSTUMES, 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 652.—The “Stephen” Costume. 
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(1) Sunday-School Teacher. And after the storms of winter hav 
assed, tho purling brooks meander through the eae aa fe 
eathered songsters warbie from the bough, what comes next ? 


id 
Sister Virgenia, 1 recollect your wife us a most striking girl ; is 
she so still, John? 
John, To me, Virginia, she is even more so! 


Ba 


f 
(Saturday, October 24, 1505, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


SCKNE—Military Ball. Coupe viewing it ‘ 

He, Pretty sight, nt itt mg tt from gallery, 
She, Yes, The colour is so well distributed, isn't it—al) j, .: 
right place? BAe 

dle, How do you mean? 
She, Why, round the girl's waists, of course, 


Mr. Seediman (excitedly), But. sir, I'd have you know that ., 
ward lens ood as my bond. Sete | spi 
Mr, Coolan Cortious, lon't doubt it for a m ; 
question is: what is that worth? pean A Uh 


s 
_ “THAT's what I call a truly stirring theme,” as the },.:- 
journalist remarked, when she handed the editor » column a), 
f of instruction on the best way to mix a Christmas puddin.‘ 
os = 
s 
MAXWELLTOWN braes are bonnie, 
When dewdrops glisten fair, 
But the brays of Sandy's donkey 
Disturb the stillness there, 
Disturb the stillness there— 
Yet those brays delight me more 
Than the braying of “ Annie Laurie” 
By the Vocalist next door ! 


Helsvo ek Pong ga After Marriage, 
ride’s Mother. An suppose, dear, you're com) “Ne nos 
to find out some of Albert's iletle fuilings? seca 
Kride, He hasn't any. 
Bride's Mother. What, none? 
Bride, No; they're all big ones, 


= 
Det At the Alhambra. 
Tlia Girl, 1s it because there are so many forcigners that ihe 
French singer gets so much applause ? : 
Her Chappie. No, dear, it’s Lecanee there are so many Eng)i-h 
who want to pretend they understand her. ‘ 


a 
rales ts major sigs falsetto — hasn't he? 
urrie, Don’t know, I’m sure ; but he’s got a false ect ‘et! 
if that’s got anything to do with it. . aes 


———— 


SHOOTING PAINS IN THE NECK AND BACK, 


The Old Keeper (to his lordship, after the accident). My lord, how 
ert you did make me jup! 


A QUADRUPLE SUICIDE. 


THERE was once » man who had got a bad attack of unatluiter- 
ated blues. He was tired of life, and was going to get ridof it. His 
mortal coil was an incubus and he was going to shufile it olf. He 
intended to viciously, vigorously, kick the bucket. __ ; 

And he communed with himself, and formed himself into 4 
committee of ways and means: a committee of one, without power 
to add to the number. In fact, he was going to subtract from it. 
And he argued thusly ; . 

“Poison would not bea bad means toachieve the desired end, 
but. there is this asainst poison: 1 may not take enough, and a 
doctor may come along with a stomach-pump, bring me round 
again, and then I shall be taken to the police court and charged 
with attemped suicide. Hanging isall very well in its way, but the 
rope is liable to break or somebody may come in and cut me down, 
and then the police court ouceagain figures among the possibilitie-. 
Drowning might answer my purpose, It is cleanly and probably 
not unpleasant, but Jam a good swimmer, and I might be tem ted 
to swim instead of allowing myself to drown. I havea revolver, 
and I could shoot myself, but 1 might not hit a vital part. Then 
1 should be laid up in the hospital, half-a-dozen doctors wouidl 
operate upon me, and yet again that police cours and its attendant 
worries stare me in the face. Upon my word, I don't know what 
todo. 1 wish the government would provide a lethal chamber tur 
people tired of life.” ees 

e ruminated sadly, for he felt utterly cast down. Ilis svirit 
was broken, and he moaned considerably. . ? 

Suddenly the gay light of high resolve illuminated his pallid 
countenance. “Kureka!” he cried, which being interpreted, 
signifies, “1 have it!” : 

“T will shoot myself. I will drown myself. I will hans myself. 
I will poison myself!” k 

Karly in the gray dawn of the following day, a determine! 
looking man stood on Brighton Pier. He swallowed a dose of 
poison. He tied a rope round his neck and he tied the other end 
of it to the railings. Then he stood on the very edge of the 
paripet. He intended to fall forward into the sea, and at the 
same moment to fire a revolver at his temple. Even if he missel. 
he would be hanging by the neck in the water, drownius, anil 
dying of poison. 5 

The fatal moment had come. He placed the pistol to the side of 
his head and lurched forward, firing as he fell, The bullet misse 
his head, but struck the rope and cut it clean in two. Directly he 
struck the water, he swallowed some mouthfuls of it. The salt sea 
acted as an emetic, and he reproduced the poison he had swallower, 
Then some fool in s boat rowed out to him, pulled him into the 
craft, and rowed him ashore. He never tried a quadruple suicide 
again, He gave it upas a bad job, and lived happy ever after. 


9i4 PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLOPER’S PILLS 
Cure Liver Complaint, Headache and all Stomach Trouble. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND D4o. Im STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C. 


AND A BOX WiLL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


Saturday, October 24, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE COMEDY. 


— Ge 
Ene will have to be somehow, somewhere, soon, something 
pi seren in first nights, and first night critics’ criticism and first 
night audiences, for everything ia just now just as wrongas it can he. 
The desire to be present at a“ premiére” extends further and 


Mawnie Cavasowe: 
Miss LOTTIE VENNE, 


George S. Martin: 
Mr. CAs, BROOKFIELD, 


further daily, embracing in its progress the loftiest patrician and 
yet loftier “god.” The papers next day tell us that “everybody 
who was anybody assisted,” and that a “ brilliant representative 
audience packed the house.” 

Now, what is really the point of being present the first night? 
The Brilliants and the Would-Be’s one can understand tind 
sufficient enjoyment in nodding to and gazing upon one another, 
more or less enviously, according to the place they have got. A 
few somehow get their names into the papers, and subsequently 
paste the extracts into scrap-books and are supremely happy. 

‘As to the critics, they are not sorry to have something to nod to, 
and being for the most part extremely youthful, are awfully 
anxious to know what other fellows are going to say. This, by 
the way, is difticult to find out, for, though thev may tell one 
another frecly between the acts that the shine is * Rot,” they may, 
all the same, next dav tell their readers that, to judge by the 
applause and the tumultuous calla for actors, manager and author, 
there seems to be every likelihood of a long and successful run, 
On other occasions the word would appear to be passed, and an 
all-round slating follows. This on some oceasions kills a piece, 
ruins the producer, and sends the “exponents” out for a “ rest’ 
more or less well deserved. But not always. 

Mr. Martin, at the Coinedy, was, in most quarters, somewhat 
roughly han- 
dled on its 
first ppear- 
ance, but yet 
is a play 
which the 
generality. of 
second - night 
playgoers 
would be 
much pleased 
with, and it is 
excellently 
well acted by 
a decidedly 
strong com- 
pany, includ. 
ing such warm: 
favourites 3 
Charles Haw- 
trey, Lottie 
Venne, Nins 
Boucicau, 
Rose Lecleres, 
Henry Kein- 


ble, and q . : 
Chas. Brook- Martin Heatheote: Tiny Merridew: 
field. The Mn. Cuas. HawTreEy, M1s3 NINA BOUCICAULT. 


best of actors 

are not always at their best on a first night, though. They never 
have been and never will be, aud how many plays have wanted 
cutting down and touching up after their first production? If 
you will take my advice, you will go and see Mr. Martin, and 
inind, also, you get there in time for a charming little comedy 
preceding it, called A White Stocking. Don’t blush, gentle- 
men, The stocking referred to has got to do with the ankle 
of a horse, not that of a young lady. Young Indies, nowadays, 
don't, as 2 rule, wear white stockings—or, for that matter, stock- 
ings at all, They are called “ Hose” on the price list at the stores. 

ee 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS, 
No. 33. 


TURPIN DUVAL SLOPER. 
Born, 1725. GIBBETTED, 1758. 
From the painting by F. Goodall, R.A. at the Royal Aquarium, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
KOODLEKOUK’S NOSE. 
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Ore! 
$ 


Ox’ 


(1) From the day of his birth to the time 
his wife went to stay a few weeks with some 
friends Koodlekouk’s nose could not be 


Roman. 
thought beautiful. He fancied it would 
please her if he altered it, so he bought a 


nose machine. police-constable.” 


et 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 
ConpDUCTED BY LaDy Dowpy. 


———— 


(N.B.—The Assistant Editor 1s still doing Lady Dowdy's work, 
but he'll be jolly glad when her holiday's over, he's getting the 
beastly hump. ] 

PHARAOH'’s LEAN K1xg.—You didn’t sign your letter, but I guess 
this will attract you. Why don't you use wadding? I know 
lots of girls who do, It’s all right. 

D1ana.—Certainly ; hunting escorts are always found for paying 
guests in the country, but of course they are extras. oung 
and handsome escort runs into about five pounds a week if you 
hunt often, while a middle-aged one with a military moustache, 
a bit grizzled, can be had for three, and old ones go at any price 
from one pound up to two-ten. 

ANx1008.—Certainly, you can do it yourself. All you have to do 
is to go to the istrar's Office and ask fora form to fill up. 
Then fill it up, and in twenty-one days bring up the lamb and 
you can be made one. Delightfully simple, is it not? 

GENTLE Lucy.—Why not have your refreshment stall fitted up 
like the bar of a swell pub? If money is a consideration you 
might do some of it yourself. Make your young man save the 
lead Las from his tobacco, and if you glue them down nicely 
they will represent the pewter counter ; then nail up a few sticks 
or umbrella handles—old ones for preference—and that will 
make the engine. You ought to have taps underneath, but so 
long as the beer is all right I don't suppose the men will he too 
particular where it comes from, Dont forget plenty of pewter 

ts and spittoons, and, to be perfectly in character, you should 
ve a nice strong smell of yesterday's cigars hanging about. 


——$—_+4-—__—_—_— 


THE GHOST OF GUS. 
[It fs said that the ghost of Sir Augustus Harris appears every night in Drury 
Lane Theatre, taking its position in the box on the prompt side, and airecting a 
pantomime rehearsal in the old familiar way.) 


‘TiteRE is one more creepy story, | 
One more romance pure and plain, 
To be added to the annals 
Of historic Drury Lane. 
Nightly now at stroke of midnight 
omes a vision strange to us,— 
On the stage of dear old Drury, 
Walks the ghost of dear old Gus ! 


When the great theatre's empty, 
At the witching, mystic hour, 

To the scene of many triumphs— 
Sphere of autocratic power— 

Comes the silent, stealthy spectre, 
Emblem of a broken reign, 

To direct a dread rehearsal, . 
Comes to stride those boards again 


Then it takes the old position 
In that side box by the stage ; 
Beck’ning and gesticulating 
In a managerial rage ! 
Phantom figures float before it, 
Seen by but a phantom eye— 
Troops of spirits in procession, 
Shadows only, shadowing by ! 


There it sits in nightly visit, 
Planning out a ghostly play 
To amuse a ghostly public 
On some ghostly Boxing Day. 
There, across extinguished footlights, 
It may well be, once again, 
That the ghost of poor Gus Harris 
Nods “Good Day !” to Harry Payne! 
Startling pantomime rehearsal ! 
Weird portrayal of the past! 
True to Drury Lane tradition, 
This new panto. beats the last ! 
And this.visit should prove precious, 
So, at least, it seems to us— 
Drury Lane must be the better 
For the spirit of poor Gus! 


————— 


AN ON-KNEESY POSITION. 
First New Woman. Well, how did you get on with the men 
down at the seaside this season? Make many proposals? 
Second New Woman, Yroposals, my dear girl?) Why, I've got 
housemaid’s knee through making such a lot. 


od 


(2) It succeeded admirably. 
decided pug it shaped his nose to a noble 
But when he met his good lady 
at the station, “How dare you address 
me?" said she; “Go away, or I'll call a 


From a (3) He had the deuce’s own bother to 


prove his identity to her. Well, dear,” 
stid she, “it's very nice, but I preferred the 
dear old nose best after all.” So he set to 
work again and messed about till he spoilt 
it altogether, 


—— 


A FORCE-IBLE HINT. 


\ 
Priggsby. Then you manage to keep up your spirits, constables 
during your long, weary night vigil ! 
X 99. Asa roul, | do, sir; but to-night the bottle ‘appens to be 
quite hempty ! 


——_ 


A BRIDEGROOM'S BLUNDER. 

WE'VE never been in sympathy with marriages in which there 
have been striking disparity in the ages of the high contracting 
mrties, We don't believe in patriarchs marrying school-girls, or 

ys still doting on their first moustaches going into partnership 
with dowagers—no matter how much the dowager may have in 
Consols, A recent painful instance arising out of one of the latter 
matches crops up in the editorial memory. 

It had been » May and December match—only Edwin repre- 
rented the spring mouth and Wilhelmina Gotrox the winter, 
Edwin had a bit of gumption about him, although he was “dead- 
broke,” and in taking Wilhelmina and her fat banker's book to his 
heart and chest he hadn't been blind to the fact that many crows’ 
feet were beneath her cyes, and that the delightful little curls over 
her forehead were at least six shades darker than the morsel of 
hair covering her back parting, She had “* settled down” in her 
walk, too, in ® manner only acquired with years, and her teeth 
were far too regular to be passed over as the original set. 

Well, to cut it short, one night during the honeymoon, Edwin 
woke up with a powerful thirst on him, It was one of those 
thirsts that defy ordinary remedies; a regular fair old Shrove 
Tuesday article. 

Edwin slipped out of bed and, groping about in the dim light, 
discovered a tumbler of bright, clear water standing ready poured 
out on the dressing-table, Never was oasis in the desert more 
welcome to sun-parched Arab. Ie raised the glass, opened his 
capacious tater-trap, and threw back his head so as to take down 
the whole haa “oe in one delightful, cooling draught. 

“Q.cooch! Wough! Q-oooch!!" he gasped and sputtered, n 
second later, as he threw himself on the tloor and rolled about iv 
agony. His elderly bride was disturbed, and sat bolt upright ia bed, 

“ Whatever is the matter, Eddy, dear?” 

“ Heaven only knows!" gasped Edwin; “IT woke up thirsty— 
swallowed tumbler o° water standin’ on dressin'-table—must ha’ 
been a whoppin' black-beetle at the bottom—fcel it stickin’ in my 
gullet now!’ : 

With a wild despairing shrick Wilhelmina Gotrox Gibbs flung 
herself back upon the pillows. 

“Oh, fool!” she cried, “you litle know what you've been an’ 
done! You've swallowed iy new glass eye!” Aud so he had ! 


—_—~1—— 


YOUNG POWSER'S DREAM. 


View é 
The Lall. Look here, it’s my turu now, How does it feel, sonny ? 


340 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. [ Saturday, October 24, 1999 
THE CRISIS 1S OVER. HE LET HIMSELF GO, THEN. HARD LINES FROM THE BEST AUTHORS, 


=o me A ; : “ How forcibly the villain expreases his hatred of the heroine, doesn't he?” 
“ How do yuu find things in the City, uncle?” —“ Looking “Yes; you see she’s his wife, and it's the only chance he ever gets to give vent 
up, my boy, lovking up.” to his real feelings.” No. 11.—“ Farewell—a lung farewell to all my greatness,” 


* 4% Miss Sloper will be delighted te reerive photo- BINKS’S FIRST CATCH: A reminiscence of the late Cricket Scason. 
raphs from those of her friends whose portraits 
x ce not yct been inserted, 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS, 


* Lay aie - ft 
it lay (ft 456 TS cys gt 


sn N 


(1) When Binks first observed the ball (2) After years of waiting—at least, it appeared (3) And when finally he caught it—on the 
coming in his direction, it seemed an to be years—it approached slowly and increased _— nose, it was no longer a ball ; it was a full- 
ordinary sort of ball. “ wisibly ” in size. sized earthquake ! 


A SUBSTANTIAL OFFER. ONE IN THE EVE FOR HIM. 


No. 466.—Miss Lity Evans. 
“My aching heart throbs vainly for her love.” 


—The Dovk Snook. 
“ A very queen among her beauteous sex.” Fn 
—Lord Bob. “Boh, listen to this: The oldest love-letter in the world is three 
“ All would I dare for her sweet sake.” thousand years old, and is written on a brick.” “S'pose the 
—The Hon, Billy. feller threw his proposal at the girl’s head, then?” “ Waiter—a steak!” “Yessir, Cooked, sir or fur the eye?” 


McSWINE CENSURED. 


(1) The Meenister said, “Look ye here, McSwine, we're all aboot tired o’ inundations ; (2) And continuing. added, “I'll read ye what the book says aboot nee wha souce their farms on 
ean ye no git up something fresh, by way o' a change! There's some low motive at Loan to annoy folks.” Then McSwine roared, “Oh! gang tae the d——” But the waters 
the bottom o’ this.” ppily smothered his unseemly yelps. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


- | 
Krucer Sad « loons S. 


~~ 


c+ ated S 
AFoulbey: xb. le : Ropple’ 5-Pa) acky 


aoe 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


A very sad event occurred At football, I've no doubt you've heard :—The noble jockey has, you see, Relinquished his retaining fee:—The winners of the 

Elcho Shield Their treasure to his lordship yield :—The Navy League will celebrate Trafalgar, glorious and great :—In Kruger's graces Barney B. No doubt 

concludes it well to be :—Mile End, Whitechapel, Shoreditch, Bow, Were represented at the Show :—The shooting season now has passed, The glen’s proud monarch 
rests at last——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


BAR-BAROUS. 


A “CERT.” 

Fuasby, What are you crying for, my little man? 

Kid (hia tears suddenly ceasing). It's all right, 

cockie. I’ve won. I bet Sam Slinker tuppence that 

the first bally inquisitive ole fool wot come along 
‘ud be sure to arsk me that question ! 


anor theif So'an cthdont {fale Smiter 
an accident! (Little Smithers 
rather thought there had been one.) 


q 


id -: 
| , se 


Cousin Mabel, What's this? 


Fee ROUGH ON THE OLD MAN. “Well, you beauty, how are you going to get through your horizontal bar act Our Artist. OW! that’sa little thing did in Spia. 
You married your old man for money, I suppose, to-night. in that state?” “Sha’n't do horizhontal bar—shall do parallel barsh— Cousin Mabel, Iu Sepia? 1 thought it was in 
Emmie?” © “Why, hare you ever seen him?” Jotsh o' barsh.” “ Yes, there's too much bar altogether about you.” Switzerland, 
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ALLY-CAMPANE, 


— 

Mr. AntHur RoBerts has co otten proved his ability to work 
up a comparative failure into a big success that there is every 
reason to believe 
that Zhe White 
Silk Drees will 
ultimately fit him 
without a crease. 
Promptly sent 
back to the 
modiste after the 
initial trying-on 
process, it hax had 
a tuck taken in 
here, a seam let 
cut there, and 
additional orna- 
mental touches 
added wherever 
possible, with a 
most gratifying 
result. It is 
really wortn go- 
ing to see now, 
and becomes the 

pular Arthur 
mmensely, Go 
to the Prince of 
Wales's and see 
how you like him 
in it. o- 


THE Sloper Warrant has just been conterred upon J. W. Field, 
the proprietor of the Pier Hotel. Brighton. This fortunate 
gentleman has been appointed “ Furrea” Whisky Supplier to A, 
SLOPER, and has, in consequence, telegraphed to Glasgow for an 
extra bottle or two. ses 

a 


THE Dismantled Ruin has this day conferred the “ Award of 
Merit” upon Corporat J. EK. PEARSON, R.E., because he's the great 
Sloperian Potter, “Which 1 take it, feyther,” commented the 
Cerulean-Orbed Nuisance, “ ia honly a just and fitting recognition 
of undeniable genihus, The gallant Corporal's makin’ a big name 
for ‘imself with ‘is lightning pottery performances. The cove 
wot can make any blessed thing you like to mention out of a lump 
of clay before you know where you are, ought to ‘ave a great fucher 
before im.” And the wisdom of his offspring’s utterance was 8o 
very obvious, that the Aged let him off with a quite half-hearted 
kick into the next apartment. « « 

s 


THE Old 'Un put ina merry hour or two at the Tivoli the other 
evcuing, where a monster programme of twenty-four turns was on 
a Florrie Robina, whose 
dainty form our artist has 
limned this week, sang 
well, and looked awfully 
fetching in her rose- 
trimmed frock, The Sisters 
Preston got lots of ap- 
plause, aud the acrobatic 

eats. of the Stebbings 
croege were smartly and 
cleanly done. Ida Rene 
sang a couple of good 
songs, and Servais Le Roy 
conjured excellently. 
Marie Lloyd's knicker 
song is a big go, and the 
chorus, “Twas a 

thing I had these on,” 
tickled the Ancient amaz- 


ingly. tod 


THERE is something 
singularly sad in the death 
of George Du Maurier— 
just as anew world 
to have opened up before 
him, Asan artist he was 
almost perfect, and over a 
lifetime had delighted the 
public with his charming 
and refined drawings. At 
an age when one would 
i reasonably have thought 
he would be seeking rest from his Inbours, he commenced afresh 
and took the world by storm with his writing. The success of his 
novels, particularly “ Bu a has been phenomenal, and after 
writing only some two or three stories in all, he has died in the 
full enjoyment of a deservedly world-wide literary repute. To-day 
Art and Literature, hand in hand, mourn over the ashes of the 
gifted Du Maurier. *,* 


A. SLOPER is pleased to hear that Mr. Fred Collins, Jun., only 
zon of Captain Collins, of Skylark yacht fame, has consented to 
stand, in the visitors and ratepayers’ interests, for the St. Nicholas 
Ward in the forthooming Brighton Municipal Election. This is as 
it should be, for Fred Collins would specially look after the welfare 
of the boatingand fishing fraternity—a most deserving set of fellows, 

ss 


e 

Mr. Frank HEATH-SAUNDERS, who gave 9 Dramatic and 
Musical Matinée Recital at the Hove Town Hall recently, possesses 
very eg ability. Asan elocutionist he stands high—so high, in 
fact, that the Fabric has asked him to estimate for taking on the 
Blue-Eyed Alexandry. os 

WE are to have areal hard winter, so the weather prophets tell 
us—one of the snowy, frosty, old-fashioned sorts, like those 
depicted in the 
Christmas An- 
nuals, The skate 
seller, the ae 
potato man, an 
the coal merchant 
nre to have an 
inuings this time; 
but the prospect of 
cold weather is not 
an encouraging 
one to the many 
poor, shivering 
wretches to whom 
it can only mean 
additional misery. 


There are in- 
stances on record 
when the weather 
propose has to 
altogether out 0! 
EET 5 Dia © it. ee 

s 


“1 HAVE noticed with pain,” observed Aunt Geeser to A. 
SLOPER the other day, “that your remarks are pera: a bit 
too near the knuckle.” And the Old Man replied. “ 'm £0 full of 
tender feeling, Auntie, so full of tender feeling. Hic! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


TRUE CONSIDERATION ! 

She hada kind and a feeling hea 
first to volunteer where human su 
nileviated, Even the smallest acts calculated to lig 
tudied ; she alone it was who th: 
copies of “ Beethoven's Symphonies” 
at an aid to digestion 
fore one of the wired aviaries at the Zoo last 
frernoon, and, gazing into the fir bushes, beheld 2 magni- 
Iden pheasant strutting about. Her tender heart was 


“to pen that :ovely bird in that little 


and always was one of the 


of the poor she s! 
winter of ‘94 distributed chea) 
among the poor, 


touched on the instant. 
“What a shame,” she said, 
wired enclosure !” 
“Tt is,” admitted the man who simply worshipped her. 
& Considering,” she added, disconnected h 
htful it would look on my new felt hat ! 


He said no more, but he thought a good deal, 


TOLD YER SO! 

OcToneEn’s nearly passed away, the rotten leaves are falling fast ; 
once-blooming trees are all decay—grim shadows of the summer 
The little birds their hooks have slung: the morning's raw 
cold and wet; the night air finds the weakened lung, and 
makes its owner “bark ”"—you bet! And man—forgetful, careless, 
f now thinks the thought that once he scouted. He sees the 
winter drawing nigh, and knows his overcoat i 


SHE BORROWED 


- “Oh! Susannah, you do look lubly dis marnin’! 
plexion you ‘ab!” “Yes, I jes git ‘old ob missus’ pearlpowder 


and rouge-pot.” 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS, 
No.17,—THE IMPORTUNATE ELECTOR. 
to be hoped that Parliamentary car 
voters from irrespunsibly “ 

religious opinions.—Provincial 
“T’Ly strive,” remarks the Candidate 

For sufferance in St. Stephen's, 
“ Yo stop all knaves—whate'er their stale— 

From playing odds and evens 
With honest men. 

To make the labourer's burden 
Less irksome in this land of ours 

And crave no meed or guerdon.” 
“Good, sir, good!” the Elector cries, 
“ Your heart is brave, and your words are wise ; 
But, | humbly pray you, expound to me 
What your private religious opinions be!” 

“ What mean,” inquires the Candidate, 

“What mean you. thiswise taxing 
My conscience? If I consecrate 
ly efforts unrelaxing 
To furtherance of your worldly weal, 


your reveal 
reed eee 


sir, true!” the Elector cries, 

t I somehow think it won't be wise 

To give you my vote, till you’ve told to me 
What your private religious opinions be !” 


“ Beshrew you!” roars the Candidate, 
And starts with rage to shake, 
“What earthly difference, small or great, 
Can such opinions make 
To deeds of legislative might? 
Come, tell me, if you can, sir!” 
Like Southey's Kaspar, nonplussed quite, 
The Elector fails to answer. 
Tut, “ Please, sir, please,” he inanely cries, 
“Though I don't kuow why, yet I think it wise 
To refuse my vote, till you've told to me 
What your private religious opinions be!" 


in future, disconrage 
them anent their private 


I'll use my powers 


My theologic ¢ 


] inting a cow in 
his new patent colour bux. 


(1) Mons. Bombouche is 


; 
[Saturday, October 24, 18¢6, 
GIRLS UNCLE BOFFIN'S ADVISED. 


Nunky had a very serious talk with this girl, He told her it 
was very clever, and no doubt she got 9 good screw at the uc. 
hambra for her turn. but she really ought to be more careful. 


gee 
A TOO SUCCESSFUL INTERVIEW. 

“ Veny well, sir,” thundered his Grace, furiously, “since you are 
dead to all sense of shame, to every responsibility of your position, 
to say nothing of obedience to my wishes, I wash my hands of you, 
Go and marry qos miserable music-hal] flame, you are no longer 
son of mine 
I cast you off, 
I disown you 
for ever! Go; 
§° and be— 

lowed |" : 

This was not 
exactly the 
word that the 
Duke made 
use of; it was 
something 
bit stronger, 
but we must 
make a little 
allowance for 
the old gentle- 
man’s temper. 

The are 
quis heaved a 
ten horse- 
power sigh, and quted his father's luxurious chambers withont 
another protest. Hailing a hansom he was soon at the door of his 
divinity’s cosy little flat. 

“It’s no good, Jessie,” said his lordship, despondingly, as the 
lovel 1 came anxiously forward to greet him; “I've done all] 
could, but he won't hear of it. He utterly refuses his sanction!” 

Jessie shrugged her pretty shoulders. “Then, of course. we shall 
have to get married without it?” she said. 

“But, my dear girl, I—1 hav'n't a penny but what he allows me,” 
groaned the Marquis. 

“ Borrow something,” suggested Jessie ; “the estates are entailed, 
you know. He can't keep you out of ‘em, can he! Or, look here, 
Tye got 1 idea ; how would it be for me to try my persuasions ou 

im, e! 

“Oh, if you would,” said the poor young noble, gratefully. 
“T'm sure if he saw how good aud beautiful you are, he'd give way. 
And you don’t think you'd be frightened ?” 

“Frightened! I should think not, indeed,” she laughed. “It 
won't be the first time I've seen a duke.” Which was strictly 
correct. She had known at least one quite well. ‘ 

Two days later the Marquis came down to breakfast, and seized 
eagerly upon a_pink-tinted missive, the handwriting of which 
he knew so well, He doubted not it contained the anxiously- 
awaited result of Jessie's interview with his father. It did: 

“ Dear old buy (it ran),—J have seen the Duke as arran ed, and 
not found him at all terrible (the Marquis heaved a sigh of relief). 
In fact, he was 20 favourably impressed with m charms that he 
insisted upon Soe A me to supper after the 8 in order to 

operly discuss the situation. By the time he'd finished the 

hird bottle he came to the conclusion that I was a lut too goad for 

a young idiot like you (his own expression), and offered to marry 

me himself, He acems a hale, hearty old boy, and as it's quite 

possible he might live for another twenty years if I married yon. 

I hardly iat justified in refusing him. Ve start for Italy nest 
uck up, old chappic.— Yours mother-in-law-ishly. oe 


BY 


week, 


TRESPASSERS BEWARE. eee 
“YounG man,” said the elderly sire of the three loveliest girls in 
all Twickenham, as he encountered the handsome young stock- 
broker making his way towards the garden, “I feel I ought to give 
you a word of warning. Don't you know that there are mau: 
traps in these grounds?” , 1 
“Great Capel Court, sir, you don’t say so 1” ejaculated the 
visitor, “I—I hope you have no objection to pointing them out. — 
“Not the slightest,” chuckled the old gentleman. “If you take 
that turning to the right there, you can’t miss ‘em. Two of ‘em 
ara in blue serge, and the other's in brownish tweed ; take cary 
which one you fall into, they're all equally dangerous. Au 
choking down his mirth, the dear old boy t dled away. 


——— 


A STUDY FROM LIFE. 


(2) But the cow resents it strongly. It does not affect Monsieur, however, who is 
tvo much of an enthusiast to be worried by small things. 


a i. ae 


Saturday, October 24, 1896.] 
STUDY IN EVOLUTION. 


ANA UCU 


Quart Pot, You needn't put on so much side, guv'nor, I'm quite 
as frothy as you! 


DISINTERESTED ADMIRATION. 

“ BLess his dear old heart!" exclaimed the dutiful little woman, 
mtting her happy husband, who was also a bit ahead of her down 
life's long road. 

He coniled in a happy, satisfied sort of way, and inwardly blushed 
to find fame out of some forgotten or accidental incideat—he 
couldn't for the life of him think what. 

“ Bless his dear old heart !"” she said, not quite so enthusiastically 
as before, “he always discovers how charming I look in my old 
clothes just when the seasons are changing aud other women are 
locking to their dressmakers ! ig 

There was a bitterness about her concluding tones that presaged 
danger, so there and then he came out with a couple of crisp, sweet 
” fivers” to take the nasty taste of her words out of her mouth. 


THE ABDICATION OF MRS. BRYSON. 


—— 


CHAPTER XIV. 

THE canoe occupied by Mrs. Bryson and Mr. John Babbleton 
Thomeon floated gaily out towards the steamer which had been 
sighted from King Loriabuloo’s dominions, and in due time the 
castaways were hauled on board the Joli Dogue, bound for Havre. 
The pair were not particular whether they sailed under the Union 
Jack or any other design in bunting, and, indeed, were rather glad 
than otherwise that they had met 
with a French vessel, as it limited 
the conversation to the lowest 
possible number of words, and 
mitigated the intricacies of ex- 
planation of their being found 
floating about like pond lilies on 
the ocean. ‘They were able to pay 
their way, and that also tended to 
soothe and satisfy the Frenchmen 
at having two passengers thrust 
upon them. 


e * « a 

Mrs. John B. Thomson speedily 
cast aside the weeds she had worn 
during her supposed widowhood, 
aud welcomed her husband and 
her mother with open arms—the 
former especially. During the 
g peed of her bereavement Mrs. 

homson had thought much, and 
had come to the conclusion that after all her mother had perhaps 
been too interfering, and had been somewhat too critical of 
Mr. John B. Thomson’s goings to and fro. Amid her grief she 
had mourned the little ditferences of opinion which had arisen, and 
which had been fostered to a great extent by Mrs. Bryson, and she 
had resolved that had she had her life to live over again that lady 
would never have had so much power. Amid her joy that thought 
same back to her, and amid the preparations to. supply fatted calf 
for two she determined to maintain that resolution. 

But her determination was easily carried out. She never had 
occasion to demonstrate her resolution. 

Mrs. Bryson was as mild as newly-milked milk. 

On the first occasion Mr. John Babbleton Thomson came home 
from the club in a hi-tiddlety-hi-ti condition—it was from a little 
fragment of rejoicing by his fellow-members over the fact of his 
safety, but which was prolonged till somewhat late—Mrs. Bryson’s 
only remark was that John would likely prefer soda-water to his 
breakfast next morning, and next morning she duly served that 
mild stimulant with her own hands, 

Mrs. John B, Thomson wondered. 

Then when the curate called to congratulate Mrs. Bryson on her 
miraculous escape from a damp grave, and meckly suggested that 
Mrs. B. might subscribe a neat little sum on behalf of the South 
Sea Missions, Mrs. Bryson said “No” with an emphasis which 
caused the good man to reach for his hat and skim out of the 
i ee lm 
There was not to be any thankoffering of that sort with Mrs. 
Bryson, and Mrs. Bryson was looked on as a backslider by the 
treasurer of the mission scheme. 

And Mrs. J. B. Thomson wondered. 

John Babbieton Thomson took a trip to the Derby, ard Mrs. 
Bryson handed that gentleman a five- 
pound note and asked him to put it 
on to the best advantage. John put 
it on, and Mrs, Bryson was thankful 
for the increment which he was able 
to hand back next morning. 

Mrs. J. B. Thomson still wondered. 

When Mr. J. B. Thomson one night 
made arrangements with Mrs. Thom- 
son to go to the Frivolity, to see a 
much-praised ballet, and Mrs. Bryson 
intimated that she would like to go 
too, and went, Mrs, Thomson still 
further wondered. 

When during one of the scenes where 
twenty savage maidens danced 1 
furious Can-can, and amid applause 
closed the figure by standing on one 
foot while they pointed at the chande- 
lier with the other, Mrs. J. B. Thom- 
son expressed an opinion that the 
ladies ought to have more clothes, 
Mrs. Bryson sternly said “No; they are already overdressed.” 

«, Overdressed, ma!” 

‘Yes, overdressed,” said that lady ; “for 1 have secn the real 
article." 

And that was the only remark she ever made to explain the miti- 
gation of her views in dosh to ilk J. B. Thomson's amusemcnts. 

UE END. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX, 


Lawn Hovsg, 108 Victor1a Roan, ALDERSHOT, 
October 16th, 1896, 

Dear S1r,—I beg to acknowledge receipt of the “ Sloper Award 
of Merit,” of which I am, and shall always feel proud, and 
especially proud of bein created a member of the distinguished 
Order of F.0.8. 1 would rather have that honour than the G.C.B. 
1 thank you sincerely for the kind manner in which you have 
expressed your appreciation of the small act of practical sympath 
J have shown for the r Armenians by discarding the Turkis 
medal for their benefit. All honour to those noble hearts who 
have eo promptly given their £10, and even offered £20, for the 
medal, This shows philanthropy in good earnest ; these are they 
which are worthy of praise. Well, good old SLOPER, as Alexandry 
the blue-eyed said, the honour you have conferred on me has 
comforted and well repaid me for the small help { have given to 
the suffering Armenians, our brother Christians, I will now have 
a sinall drop.of Unsweetened, and drink the health of the F.0.M. 
and every member of the distinguished Order of F.0.8., and to hell 
with Abdul Hamid, the arch-assassin ; God sare the Queen! 1 
have enclosed my photo taken since I discarded the medal.— Yours 
sincerely, GEorGE Hicks, F.O.S, 

(Late 3rd Batt, Grenadier Guards.) 


———————- 


FARES WOT I'VE DROVE. 
(THE CONFIDENCES OF BADGE 0v,951.) 
( Continued.) 

“THERE was one old gent what I used to drive ns { got to 
consider what you might call 9 reg’lar customer at last. A nice 
old toff 'e was, too—pink face, white ‘air, cold specs; you know 
the sort, gage "BE was a merchant or a banker, or somethin’ o’ 
that kind in the City, but ‘is ‘ouse was South Kensington way; a 
big swell place it was, too, though I never was inside of it but 
once, and that’s on the occasion I'm a-tellin’ you of. 

“It came about like this ‘ere. Late one arternoon I ‘appened to 
be crawling down Regent Street when one o’ them commissionaire 
blokes whistles me up outside a big fur rua and who should 
come out but the old gent as I knows so well. The commissionaire 
‘ands in a brown paper al and ‘elps the old toff in after. 
‘Baker Street, cabby,’ ses he, givin’ me my directions ; ‘and be as 
bes! as you can over it.’ 

“Well, sir, it didn’t take me long to rattle him there, and out ‘e 
gets in no end of a 'urry, pays me my fare, and ‘ooks it inter the 
station, Asfor me, 1 drives about for another hour or more without 
gettin’ a fare, and then comes orf dooty and takes my keb back 
to stables. 

‘*Fore I'd got the mare ont o' the snafts, though, I makes a 
discovery. The old gent ‘ad bin and left ‘is parcel behind. 

“For ‘arfa minnit 1 wasa great mind to get up again and take 
it ‘ome to ‘is ‘ouse, but Kitty ‘ad ‘ad a pretty long day of it, and 
I'd promised the missis to be ‘ome puncshul to a bit of shoulder o° 
mutton to celebrate the anniversary of our weddin' day. So, on 
xecond thoughts, I just tucks the parcel under my arm and carries 
it orf ‘ome, intendin’ to take it first thing in the mornin’, But, 
strike me pink! if, while I was a-cleanin’ myself upstaira, the 
missus didu't go and open it under the impreshun as it was a bit 
of a present for herself. She's a trim little body, but it giv mea 
rare start when I come down and see ‘er struttin about the room 
in a sealskin jacket that must ‘ave cost about a hundred quid. 

« Howsomever, we managed to tie up the parcel again so as to 
look as if it 'adn’t bin meddled with, and next mornin’ | puts it in 
my keb and drives ‘orf to South Kensington. 


“Not knowin’ the gent’s name, I ‘ad to arsk for the marster of 
the ‘ouse ; but the footman ses 'e ain't at ‘ome. * P’r'nps the lady 
could spare me a minnit,’ I ses, feelin’ as it was more'n likely she 
knew all about it. The moment I sets eyes on ‘er, though, I sees 
that whoever that there sealskin was intended for, it certainly 
wasn't ‘er. She was a big, stout lady. who couldn't ‘ave got into it 
to save er life. It don’t take me long to tumble to some things, as 
a rule, and I wasn't long in makin’ up my mind over this ‘ere. 

“*¢ Beg pardon, mem.’ | ses,‘ but do you ‘appen to know if your good 
gentleman cee to leave a cigar-case in my keb yesterday (’ 

“¢T can’t tell you. my man, I’m sure,’ she ses ; ‘you'd better call 
‘ere to-night and arsk.’ i 

“¢p'r'aps I could see the gent in the City,’ ses I; ‘I've orften 
drove of ’im before.’ 2 : 

“Well, the end of it wos, she gives me ‘js name and address, and 
I goes up there straight. The moment ‘e ‘ears who it was, the old 
gent orders me to shown up to ‘is private room, and very 
pleased ’e looked to see me, too. 

“*T know what you've come about,’ he ses. ‘I've been in 1 
dreadful worry about that parcel ; but how did you find me out?’ 

“+Your g lady, sir,’ 1 ses, ‘giv’ me the address. I took the 

reel there this mornin’, and— ’ . ; 

“The old gent started up, white and trembling like leaf. T 
thought for a minnut ‘e wos goin’ to ‘ave a fit. * Don't—don't tell 
me you gave my wife that parcel |’ he ses. ; 

“*No, sir,’ I arnsers, 1 didn’t do that,’ an’ I sce ’im wipe the 
drops from ‘is forehead, an’ 1 spoke: ‘To tell you the truth, sir, I 
didn’t think as it anywhere fitted the lady, an’ I’m the larst man to 
wish to disturb the ‘appiness of a peaceful ‘ouse'old.’ 

“TI looks at the old toff, an’ the old toff looks at me, an’ then T 
tells'im about the openin’ of the parcel, an’ what I'd said about 
the cigar-case. 

«61 'm very much obliged to you, my good fellow,’ he ses—' very ! 
That jacket is a—er—a present for—er—one of my daughters, and 


I was anxious for it to come as a surprise ; and—er—take this for 
your trouble.’ ; 
“What was it. sir? why, a crisp clean tenner, One of ‘8 
daughters! Well, wot do you think?” 
(Lu be continued next week.) 


SS 
WASTED ENTHUSIASM. 


Old Swiper (eftuairely, to budding journalist), That was a 
splendid article of yours this morning, my boy, on the starving 
scavengers. It fairly wrung my heart. 

Budding Journalist. Well, don't wring my dashed hand off! 
And you're making a double mistake—you've got hold of the 
wrong hand and the wrong man. I never wrote the article. 


ee ance 
HUNDREDS AND THOUSAN DS. 
“T LIVE in Hope's,” as SLOPER said, when he stayed a month 
with the gifted author of The Prisencr of Zenda, es 
" pido: is “D” like a swindler /—Because it causes “one” to be 
one.” 


343 
MINIATURES ON MUSHES. 


[It is now de rigueur to have your «weetheart’s miniature on your Umbrella 
handle.) 


Youne Love, which makes 
the world go round 
(En route oft causing folly) 
From time to time smart 
ways has found 
To make our hearts with joy 
rebound, 
And this new plan should be 
renowned, 
This plan whereby— 
When She's not nigh— 
Yon set may spy 
(‘Mid many a sigh) 
Her visage on your 
“brolly.” 
And likewtse She her swain 
Tuny see, 
For whom her heartlet 
gushes ; 
When near her side he 
cannot be, 
Or meet her out, or come to tea 


To utter his l-plea, 
Yet, if she'd pom 
Her sweet * young man,” 
Do this she can, 
Through this new plan 
Of Miniatures on ‘“ Mushes.” 


_——-—— 


HIS FRONT NAME WAS APOLLO. 


"Aw Lew ne reese 
Neoet WPS Fo MONG: 


call . I don't think women should cycle, they seldom look 
ul. 


grace’ _ 1 would never mount a bike if 1 Jooked undignified. 
Miss Wafics. You see. everybody can't boast a figure like yours. 
— 


HER LAST PLEDGE. 

Tue bitter wind scattered the rain-soaked Autumn leaves in 
every direction as a sad, careworn woman turned into the little 
side-door of a New Cross pawnbroker’s, and with a heart-breaking 
sigh drew from off her bony finger her worn wedding aiee. 

She rubbed it momentarily on her woollen shaw! while waiting 
for the usurer, and. as though to make the eeparation harder, it 
glistened responsively ; then the lineal descendant of the misers 
of pewerey appeared, and took the sad trinket in his fingers. 

“Three shillings, sir,” she said, unasked, as he screwed a horn 
spyglass in his left eye and hunted for the hall-mark. 

is eyes—or his eye, rather, for one was still gazing down the 
little Aa La ea iy hers, and was not slow in reading the long, 
unfinished Pane, of grief that was indelibly inscribed upon her 
countenance. The man of pledges plunged his right nand intoa 
side drawer, pulled out three pieces of silver, and pushed them 
across the counter to her. Then handing her the ring back also, 
he said, ina voice thick with emotion : 

* Put your ring ou again, missis. I'll trust to your honour to 
pay me Se 

“Bless you,” she answered, “bless you. 1 value this ring ‘cos 
it's the best o the whole three. My fust ole man bought this, and 
I did hate partin’ with it to git.a tripe-an’-onion supper for my third 
bloke, but was bound to, ‘cos he'd knock brimstun’ an’ sulphur out 
o’ me if he coomed ‘ome an’ his grub wasn't there ; an’ to tell ye 
the truth, me an’ Mrs. Sprakimper’s been ‘spendin’ the markit 
penny this mornin’, an I've blued my weck’s ‘ousckecping 
money!” The swing-door ‘closed behind her with an ominous 
croak and the pawnbroker, calling his assistant in from the front 
shopasked to be kicked hard, once, ona tender spot. 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 
( Continued.) 
No 26—Maxim Guy, TIN oF MIXED Biscuits, AND A Box 
OF TOOTH-POWDER, PRESENTED BY Dr. JAMESON, 


SPECIAL 
BISCUITS 
TOOTHSOME 
DELICIOUS 


\ 
y 


Slanderers there are who dare to hint that these Relics are not 
genuine, who have been heard to basely observe that the Maxim 
gun strongly resembles a yard of gas-piping, an old coffee-mill, a 
superannuated wooden leg, and the stand of Jubilee’s toy horse 
combination ; that the mixed biscuits are the fossilised remains of 
Jast Christmas feastings at Mildew Court, and that the tooth- 
powder receptacle is a converted Sloper Pill_ box containing brick 
dust. To which ‘A. SLOPER replies, “Go and ask Dr. Jim himeelf, 
if he did not give ‘em to the Eminent on the threshold of Hollo- 
way Castle—with his blessing, ye scoffers ; and stand ye before 
the Maxim gun while A. SLOPER turns the handle, Sample the 
biscuits, and if ye have any tooth left afterwards—— No, he does 
not mean that, but—— There, go and be sugared! A. SLOPER 
deties ye! Yar!"—(Zo be continued.) 


S14 
THE “F.0.8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ALLY 


Frenchman (relating his adeenteret Zen 1 quarrel wiz my cabman ; he demand 
8 


more monies ; | call him svindle English iis: and he hit me upon ze eye, After 
zat 1 read in my papaire wey are all alike, ll zey cabmen are on ze strike, 


- 


BOUND TO KEEP IT THEN. 


No. 452—Mr. Darcy MAINWARING, F.O.S. 
“Though our readers may be pardoned for sup- 
poee our hero to be a twin brother of the late- 
amented Sherlock Holmes, he has absolutely no 
connection with the world-renowned detective. It 
is as 9 comedian and manager, rather than as the 
elucidator of criminal mysteries, that Darcy has 
come to the front. An actor of great ability, he is 
daily adding to his reputation, whilst his successful 
management of the North London Concert Company 
has won him fame and oof. Chiefly because he's a 
ood comedian and a smart manager, he was created 
‘U.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ P moooaniery 
to him September 6th. 1896."—Debrett Improved. 


IT’S ALWAYS SO. 


The Squire (to his guest). There, sir. I mean to preserve that little bit o’ fishing 


if I die for it. Can you suggest anything further I might do? 
The Guest. Well, I dunno. There's very little of it; why not send for your wine 


merchant, and have it bottled. 
THOSE AFTERNOON TEAS. 


“DEAREST PHYLLIs,—Such a terrible thin 
happened the other night at the De_ Portmans 
Dance. Captain Dawkins caught his foot in my 
skirt and went sprawling into the lap of the Dowager 
Duchess of Kegebury. The old lady was furious, 
because everyone very naturally sympathieed with 

* Yours truly, “ MADELEINE. 


U.P 
“ And if Mr. Waddle calls. get rid of him somehow, without offending the little 


wretch.’ [1’cs, that's Waddle behind—followed the maid upstairs! 
Nice, wasn't it ? 


“Yes, we start on tour on Sunday. Won't yon 
come and see me off?” “Oh! 1 shall be very 
pleased to!” 


Old Lady (reads). “Dear Aunty,—We mean to 
have a sort of svirée afterwards ; but do not trouble 
about your costume—come in ordinary eve dress. 
Your affectionate niece, 


“ Daisy.” 


Skinflint (whose wife has asked him to take the 
children for a day's holiday, brings them’ ta the 
cemetery). That's your grand t 
there, and this is your Uncle Joe's. i 
about and enjoy yourselves, or you'll get a jolly guod 
hiding when you get home, 


father's grave over 
Now then, run 


THE RUMFOOZLERS’ CLUB: ITS MEMBERS, ITS INFLUENCE, ITS ATTENDANTS AND ITS BYE-LAWS. 


No, 4.—A NIGHT RAID. 


A. SLOPER maintains that the neighbours 
should mind their own business and keep 
themselves to themselves, If that had been 
the case the tell-tale tape and sporting tele- 
xrame, littered about with careless effect, 
would never have been seen by legal eye, 


There have been terrible doings at the Rumfoozlers’. At the present moment silence as of death 
reigns within, and a policeman in full uniform fills the hall-porter’s chair. There has been a raid! 
Neighbours had complained that they could not sleep. Bosh! A. SLOPER was arrested while having 


adoss on the billiard-table, and Billy, who was spending the night with him, was dragged from beneath. on substantial bail. 


Enery, the head waiter, was greatly upset. 
The sudden shock of being arrested, couple: 
with a light supper of hot lobster and colt 
punch, was too much for a constitution natur- 
ally delicate, and he fainted right off in the 
constable’s arms. 


The surprixe in the Card Room, where “Reggar my Neighbour” was in full blast, was 
replete with dramatic effect. A startling enbject for a painter. 
say, Fildes, to paint it for the Club, The Emiuent, with the rest of the members, is now out 


A, SLOPER may commission, 
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